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bano Laziale. Marnio is a fine and picturesque hill-city.
After passing it we admired the view of the Lake of
Albano, with its abrupt variations of light and profound
shadow. Arrived at Albano we walked by the way of
the Viaduct to L'Ariccia, with lovely views of the Cam-
pagna to the right: of Monte Cavo and Eocca di Papa
to the left. Then on by a lovely road to G-enzano. Hav-
ing gone through the lower part and out again into the
Campagna we turned southward* and in due time reached
the high ground, with its olive-orchards, looking down
upon the Lake of Nemi. It looked lovely in its grey-blue
stillness, with all the sunlit but yet sombre winterliness
around. Nemi, itself, lay apparently silent and lifeless,
4 a city of dream,' on a height across the lake. One could
imagine that Nemi and G-enzano had once been the same
town, and had been riven asunder by a volcano. The
lake-filled crater now divides these two little hill-set
towns. . . . Walked through Albano to the N.W. gate,
past the ancient tomb, and along the beautiful ilex-
bordered road leading to Castel-G-andolf o. Saw two Cap-
uchin friars with extraordinary faces. They fitted the
scene. Magnificent views of the Campagna, tinted with
a faint pink-grey mist: of Ostea, etc.: and of the strange
dreamful, partially sunlit Tyrrhene sea. Then through
Castel Gandolfo, with lovely views of Lake Albano.
Broke our fast with some apples. Down the steep front
till we joined the road just above the little station, where
we caught the train 10 minutes later. The Aqua Felice
and Claudian Aqueducts seen to great advantage in re-
turning across the Campagna to Borne.

Jan. 5t*h. A fine morning, with a delicate hint of
Spring in the air. . . . Caught the train for Champino,
near Frascati. The officials at the station seemed amazed
at our descending there. No one ever does so, it seems!
There was literally no regular way out of the station, and
when I asked how we were to get out the man did not
know. Neither he nor the clerk, nor the others who gath-
ered round knew the road back to Eoine! At last some
one from the train suggested that if we struck acrossrer, and am going abroad,iteconfess it is not easy for spirits
